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to go for long long walks—he said I was young and needed
exercise. He made me get up at seven in the morning and walk
with him for an hour before breakfast, He suffered, he said,
from insomnia, and liked to begin his day at dawn. He had
a disease of the eyes and had lost the sight of one, the other was
threatened. Sunlight hurt him, he preferred the day before
the light grew strong.
On one occasion during one of our early walks, he suddenly
flung me down into a ditch and told me to lie still . . . the
Queen was riding by on a horse !
Princess Margaret was much impressed by Munthe's success
in making me get up early. She said he was a " most remark-
able man I '* I certainly dislike getting up early as a rule,
but during those days at Solliden I used to wake up every
morning regularly at the same time, and jump out of bed without
hesitation. (If this was Munthe's doing I only wish he would
help me to do all the other tiresome things in life as easily.)
Perhaps it was Munthe's presence that was responsible for
the absence of ceremony in the Queen's household. One felt
she might be ceremonious, and that she would enjoy pomp;
but Munthe would, I think, have left the house. He was dread-
fully impatient. There was just one regal custom that the
Queen clung to, however, and it reminded me of the Dudleys
at Dublin. When the guests and " in-waitings "—the common
folk in fact—were assembled in the drawing-room before
dinner, the double doors of an inner room were thrown open
and the Queen and the Crown Princess made an effective entry.
At least it might have been effective if there had been more
invites to witness it.
One evening the village curate was invited to dine, but when
the doors were flung open for the royal entry the curate had
not arrived. The Queen was quite nonplussed by this hitch
in the proceedings. It was like a play when someone has
failed in a part. She suggested going back and closing the doors,
to begin all over again when the curate arrived, but Princess
Margaret, whose sense of humour was aroused, advised her
to remain and wait. The poor curate arrived eventually in a
lamentable state. Red in the face, dusty, his clerical cloth
torn, stammering his abject apologies. He had attempted a

